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TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  LORD  BYRON. 


'TIS  the  same  spirit  breathes  through  all !  in  all,8 
That  desolation  of  the  heart  appears  ! 
Own'st  thou  no  fellowship  with  man  ?  Has  call 
Of  Brethren,  Country,  all  that  most  endears, 
For  Thee  no  charm?     Oh  !  Gifted  as  thou  art 
With  pow'rs  to  wake  the  tend'rest  thrill  of  love, 
The  wildest  throb  of  anguish,  melt  the  heart 
To  softest  pity,— bid  the  tear  to  start — 
The  cheek  to  glow — Revenge  the  soul  to  move— - 
Ev'n  as  thou  giv'st  the  word.     Is  there  no  part 
In  Thee  that  owns  a  kindred  glow  ? — Alone 
Stand'st  thou  in  this  wide  waste — this  solitude 
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Thyself  hast  spread  around  ?    Hast  thou  ne'er  known4 

The  dear  delights  of  Friendship  ?    The  vain  brood 

Of  worldlings,  that  athwart  this  busy  scene, 

Imp  their  gay  wings — deserve  thy  gen'rous  scorn ! 

Still  art  thou  Man  !    As  yet  thou  scarce  hast  seen 

The  noon  of  life  !  Oh  waste  not  thus  its  dawnb 

In  desert  caves,  on  mountains,  mid  deep  groves, 

Far  from  the  haunts  of  men  !  although  the  wild 

Give  thee  some  dreams  of  pleasure ! — Much  it  moves 

My  heart,  to  know  that  thou  art  self  exil'd 

From  all  communion  with  thy  fellowmen  ! 

A  being,  single — joyless — separate — 

Ah  wherefore? — Know'st  thou  not  the  lion's  denc 

Shelter  affords  to  more  than  one  ?     The  state 

Of  nature  ne'er  was  that  of  loneliness ! 

All  creatures  mingle  with  their  kind  ;  so  bade 

His  word,  who  form'd  them  all  for  happiness ! 

Why  would'st  Thou  the  gen'ral  decree  evade  ? 

Whether  thou  point  the  dart  of  satire  light,d 

To  catch  the  living  follies  in  their  flight ; 
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Or  wander  forth  with  Harolde  o'er  the  main;c 

Or  tell  a  tale  of  love  with  Selim,r— still f 

The  spirit  of  thy  loneliness,  the  strain 

Pervades — 'tis  seen  in  Conrad, — and  its  chill 

Gives  Lara  deeper  horror.g — Manfred,  now,h 

Surpasses  all;  cold  damp  surmounts  my  brow, 

As  pond'ring  o'er  his  incantation  dread ! 

Think'st  thou,  that  deeper  search  shall  in  the  strife 

We  all  must  join,  'ere  number'd  with  the  dead, 

Give  thee  the  victory  ? — Thy  Manfred  said, 

"  The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  life  !" 

Pause  o'er  this  truth — for  evil  if  thou  know, 

Thou  art  not  far  from  knowledge  too  of  good.1 

Good  known,  and  practis'd  not,  shall  round  thee  throw 

A  deeper  shade  of  guilt! — Ignorance  rude,5 

That  errs  unknowing,  will  not  stand  condemn'd — 

But  knowledge  misapplied, — talents  abus'd, 

Shall  work  eternal  woe  ;  for  gifts  contemn'd 

The  giver's  pow'r  impeach.k     God  hath  infus'd 

Into  thy  form  the  breath  of  life !  thy  mind 
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To  Him  owes  all  its  energies — Oh  make 

His  glory  then  thy  aim  !  give  to  no  sprite 

The  sov'reignty  of  heav'n,  or  hell!1  nor  take 

From  the  Omnipotent  his  sacred  right ! — 

Man's  homage  is  His  due  !-*-whate'er  thy  rank  * 

'Mong'st  thy  compeers,  duties  thou  hast  as  man, 

With  solitude  assorting  not,m  that  blank 

By  Pride  first  made. — Employ  thy  little  span 

In  acts  of  kindness  to  thy  fellow  men ! 

And,  for  thy  genius  is  of  loftiest  mould, 

Embrace  thy  country's  cause — and  be  thy  pen 

By  Truth  and  Freedom  guided,  to  unfold 

Her  glorious  records  :  or  if  thou  will  frame 

The  tale  of  Fiction,  be  thy  hero  dress'd 

In  Virtue's  lovely  garb — take  from  him  Fame, " 

Wealth,  Friends,  with  ev'ry  woe  shew  him  oppress'd ; 

Yet  standing  firm,  in  Faith,  amid  the  shock 

Of  ills,  that  nought  but  faith  in  the  great  Rock 

Of  Ages,  teaches  men  to  brave — severe, 

But  to  himself — to  others  ever  kind, 
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Forgiving  e'en  his  foes — his  bright  career 

Tempered  by  meekness,  and  his  lofty  mind 

To  ev'ry  duty  bowing, — yet  in  each 

Displaying  equal  dignity,  rising 

Above  the  frowns  of  fortune — and  prizing 

Her  favors,  trifles — bid  thy  hero  teach 

Patience  in  ev'ry  woe — Content,  in  all 

His  soul  to  trust  in  his  great  Maker's  hand, 

Assur'd,  that  God,  whatever  ills  befal, 

Will  turn  to  good,  for  those  who  his  command 

In  singleness  of  heart  obey. — Thy  Verse 

Alluring,  e'en  though  infidelity 

The  page  deform — when  thus  it  shall  rehearse 

The  good  man's  virtues,  his  integrity, 

His  courage,  soften'd  by  humility, 

His  fortitude  with  tenderness  allied: 

When  these  shall  be  thy  theme — thy  lay  refin'd 

From  irreligion's  dross — 'twill  be  our  pride 

To  own: — and  BYRON'S  name  and  Virtue's  twin'd 

Around  our  hearts,  shall  equal  influence  hold ! 
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Is  Singularity  thy  darling  aim? 
The  singularly  good  man  is  more  bold, 
In  this  bad  age,  to  stem  the  tide  of  shame, 
Than  he,  who  hid  'neath  simulation's  mask, 
Giving  to  Vice  the  empire  o'er  his  mind, 
Has  numbers  for  his  comrades !     Would'st  thou  bask 
In  Fame's  bright  beam?  the  brightest  thou  wilt  find 
From  virtue  borrows  lustre!  and  when  breath 
Of  earthly  fame  is  gone;  'twill  gain  a  wreath 
Of  Immortality !  a  deathless  crown ! 
No  line,  by  virtue  prompted,  its  reward 
Shall  fail  to  find.     How  glorious  to  be  known 
Before  assembled  nations,  as  her  guard ! 

Oh!  favor'd  of  the  muse !    BYRON!  the  gift, 
The  sacred  gift,  beware  how  thou  pervert!  ° 
Employ'd  aright,  thy  soul  on  high  't  will  lift, — 
Misused,  thy  Heav'n  into  deep  Hell  convert! 
To  chuse,  yet  thine — oh  pause  ere  thou  decide, 
Thy  life,  or  death,  thy  present  choice  abide ! 


NOTES. 


'Tis  the  same  spirit  breathes  through  all ! 

Lord  Byron's  readers  cannot  have  perused  his  works  without 
observing  that  peculiar  "desolation  of  the  heart"  every  where 
evident  throughout  his  Lordship's  productions.  In  each  descrip- 
tion of  character  there  is  an  identity  with  itself  only.  His  hero 
always  an  isolated  being, — not  having  possessed,  or  having  lost, 
every  tie  that  could  bind  him  to  his  country,  or  to  any  being  in  or 
out  of  it.  He  appears  the  sole  inhabitant  of  a  world  of  his  own 
creation ;  we  wish  it  were  a  world  in  which  more  gentle  sensi- 
bilities could  be  shown. — Stoicism  is  a  little  out  of  date.  We 
hardly  know  what  interest  to  take  in  a  being  above  or  beyond  all 
sympathy. 

As  yet  thou  scarce  hast  seen 
The  noon  of  life  !b 

Lord  Byron  is  still  a  very  young  man:  it  is  much  to  be  re- 
gretted that  the  talents  and  genius  which  distinguish  his  Lordship 
should  be  suffered  to  continue  idle,—  understanding  by  the  word 
idle,  not  absolutely  inert,  but  inutile,  a  sense  in  which  the  term  has 
been  used  by  very  high  authorities. 


12  NOTES. 

The  lion's  den 
Shelter  affords  to  more  than  one* — 

Although  the  lion  do  not  herd  with  his  fellows,  as  many  other 
animals,  yet  as  his  den  contains  his  dam  and  young  ones,  we  do 
not  conceive  he  can  properly  be  said  to  be  alone.— Vide  Manfred, 
"  The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I."  We  do  not  recollect  any 
instance  of  an  animal,  which  in  the  state  of  nature,  can  be  said  to 
be  alone,  unless  the  fables  that  have  been  handed  down  of  the 
Phoenix  be  thought  deserving  of  credit. 

Whether  thou  point  the  dart  of  satire  light/ 

Even  in  Lord  Byron's  satirical  composition, "  English  Bards  and 
Scotch  Reviewers,"  the  same  isolation  of  spirit  manifests  itself. 
His  Lordship,  in  the  satire,  professes  a  total  disregard  to  public 
opinion, — 

"  Nor  care  if  courts  or  crowds  applaud  or  hiss." 

Vide  the  Satire. 

We  think  this  an  unnatural  sentiment,  for  so  young  a  man  par- 
ticularly. Pope  never  showed  more  knowledge  of  human  nature 
than  in  the  following  lines  in  his  celebrated  "  Essay  on  Man :" 

"  Who  most  to  shun  or  hate  mankind  pretend, 
"  Seek  an  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend  ; 
"  Abstract  what  others  feel — what  others  think 
«'  All  pleasures  sicken,  and  all  glories  sink." 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man. 

Or  wander  forth  with  Harolde  o'er  the  main,6 

For  a  time  Lord  Byron  denied  his  identity  with  "Childe 
Harolde  j"  in  the  publication  of  the  last  canto,  however,  his 
Lordship  avowedly  writes  in  his  own  person. 
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Or  tell  a  tale  of  love  with  Selira, — stillf 

We  beg  his  Lordship's  pardon,  Selim  is  not  justly  accused  of 
this  loneliness  of  spirit ;  if  we  remember  right,  he  thus  expresses 
himself  in  the  first  canto  of  the  Bride  of  Abydos : 

"  To  view  alone 

"  The  fairest  scenes  of  land  and  deep, 
"  With  none  to  listen  and  reply 
"  To  thoughts  with  which  my  heart  beat  high, 
"  Were  irksome ;  for  whate'er  my  mood, 
"  In  sooth,  I  love  not  solitude — " 

'Tis  seen  in  Conrad,  and  its  chill 
Gives  Lara  deeper  horror6 

The  Corsair  and  Lara  we  know  are  one  and  the  same  indi- 
vidual; but  as  the  poems  are  distinct,  we  have  thus  reviewed 
them  separately. 

Manfred,  now, 
Surpasses  all;h 

He  does  indeed  surpass  in  horror  any  thing  we  ever  met  with. 
Conrad  had  one  tender  part,  love  for  Medora.  Lara  had  tender- 
ness for  his  nameless  page,  afterwards  found  to  be  Gulnare;  but 
Manfred  is  completely  a  misanthrope :  he  hates  mankind,  and 
hates  himself  for  belonging  to  a  race  of  beings  which  are  objects 
of  his  hatred  and  vengeance. 

Of  this  most  extraordinary  production  we  scarcely  know  what 
to  say.  There  are  lines  in  it  of  peculiar  beauty,  which  melt  us  to 
tenderness  in  the  midst  of  the  horrors  surrounding  this  most  horrid 
character.  Surely,  Lord  Byron  could  not  mean  this  piece  for  re- 
presentation.— No,  bad  as  is  the  age,  we  yet  dare  hope  and  believe 
no  English  audience  would  endure  the  daring  impiety  of  many 
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of  the  scenes.  Even  in  the  closet  it  shocks  us  to  peruse  dialogues 
between  demons,  spirits,  a  star,  a  witch,  and  Manfred,  who  is 
represented  as  having  acquired  absolute  command  over  these  im- 
material beings, 

— "By  superior  science,  penance, 'daring, — 

"  And  length  of  watching,  strength  of  mind,  and  skill 

"  In  knowledge  of  our  Fathers" 

Vide  Manfred,  last  scene. 

Evil  if  thou  know, 
Thou  art  not  far  from  knowledge  too  of  good, 

As  soon  as  the  mind  becomes  enlightened  to  the  perception  of 
what  is  evil,  it  comprehends  good  also.  "  Cease  to  do  evil"  is 
but  the  introduction  to  "  Learn  to  do  well"  in  the  writing  of  the 
inspired  pen  of  the  prophet  Isaiah. 

Ignorance  rude, 
That  errs  unknowing,  shall  not  stand  condemn'dJ — 

"  For  until  the  law,  sin  was  in  the  world  ;  but  sin  is  not  imputed 
when  there  is  no  law." — Romans,  chap.  v.  ver.  14. 

In  all  cases  it  is  the  intention  which  constitutes  the  crime,  to 
give  an  example  from  our  own  legislature.  If  a  man  kill  another 
unintentionally,  or  merely  in  self  defence,  without  previous  malice 
or  grudge,  though  the  fact  be  the  same  that  the  man  lose  his  life, 
yet  is  the  slayer  acquitted  of  murder.  Why  ?  His  will  was  not  in 
the  act. 

Gifts  contemn'd, 
The  giver's  power  impeach.k 

See  the  parable  of  the  ten  talents,  in  the  25th  chapter  of  the 
Gospel  according  to  St.  Matthew,  for  the  sentence  passed  on  the 
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servant  who  hid  his  lord's  money,  though  it  was  not  diminished, 
but  restored  as  it  was  entrusted  to  him.  He  was  condemned 
because  he  had  not  increased  his  stock  by  putting  it  out  to 
interest'. 

Give  to  no  sprite 
The  sovereignty  of  heav'n,  or  hell ! l 

See  the  "  Hymn  of  the  Spirits"  in  the  second  act  of  Manfred, 
fourth  scene,  page  44.  We  forbear  to  quote  the  passage,  which  is 
most  dreadfully  impious. 

Duties  thou  hast  as  man, 
With  solitude  assorting  not,1" 

"It  is  not  good  that  the  man  should  be  alone." 

Genesis,  chap,  ii.  ver.  xviii. 

Be  thy  hero  dress'd 
In  Virtue's  lovely  garb,n — 

We  earnestly  recommend  it  to  Lord  Byron,  to  study  a  really 
virtuous  character  in  its  various  bearings  ;  no  other  human  being- 
can  furnish  so  noble  a  subject  for  the  Muse,  as  a  truly  good  and 
religious  man  under  the  pressure  of  adversity,  to  which  his  mind, 
aided  by  religion,  rises  superior. 

Oh!  favor'd  of  the  Muse !  BYRON  !  the  gift, 
The  sacred  gift,  beware  how  thou  pervert!0 

"Perverted  pow'rs  demand  the  most  decided  reprehension," 
says  his  Lordship  in  his  preface  to  the  English  Bards.  We  agree 
with  him  on  this  point  entirely.  With  Lord  Byron's  splendid 
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talents,  would  his  Lordship  dedicate  them  to  the  service  of  reli- 
gion and  virtue,  he  might  do  incalculable  good.  Such  a  genius, 
united  to  such  powers  of  persuasion,  would,  in  a  good  cause,  give 
his  Lordship  an  influence  almost  irresistible,  and  of  which  the 
poet  and  his  admirers  might  be  equally  proud.  At  present, 
beautiful  as  are  some  of  his  Lordship's  descriptions, — fascinating 
as  is  his  style,  we  are  afraid  to  admire  unreservedly, — we  dare  not 
"  give  up  the  reins  of  our  imagination  into  the  author's  hands, — 
be  pleased  we  know  not  why,  and  care  not  wherefore."  No,  we 
dread  lest  under  the  blooming  and  lovely  flowers  be  concealed 
the  serpent  Infidelity.  His  Lordship  would  do  well  to  reflect, 
that  though  the  daring  impiety  of  some  of  his  productions  may 
claim  for  him  amongst  the  Literati  of  the  day,  the  title  of  "  Esprit 
Fort,"  yet  there  really  is  a  God!  There  will  be  a  judgment!  there 
must  come  an  hour,  when  the  admiration  or  astonishment  of  those, 
who  are  now  dazzled  by  the  brilliancy  of  his  talents,  will  stand 
his  Lordship  in  no  stead.  He  will  do  well  to  remember  that 
"  Eternity  by  all  or  wish'd,  or  fear'd, 
"  Must  be  by  all  or  suffer'd  or  enjoy'd." 

Mason's  Elegy  ou  the  Death  of  Lady  Coventry. 

The  choice  of  happiness  or  misery,  at  present,  rests  with  his 
Lordship :  As  his  admirers,  we  cannot  but  express  a  hope,  that 
he  will,  ere  it  be  too  late,  enlist  in  the  cause  of  virtue.  In  this 
hope  we  take  our  leave  of  his  Lordship.  Should  this  little 
Address  induce  his  Lordship,  or  any  of  his  admirers,  to  think 
soberly  and  sincerely  of  the  truths  it  contains,  we  shall  be  amply 
satisfied. 

F.  H.  B. 
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